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dig (‘dig) v. 1 : to make one’s way or work by removing or turning over material 2: to learn or discover 


by careful research or investigation 3 : to understand or appreciate 


DIG) 1: to turn over a new leaf and start fresh, creating new energy 2 : to go beneath the surface 
1h 


to find the real story 3 : to understand and relate to the students at CSULB, and to give them a voice 


ometimes, a little bit of change is just what you need to find your inspiration. Here at Dig, formerly 

University Magazine, we feel that we have done just that. 

Much thought went into this name change. It began with the breaking away of University Magazine 
from the journalism department. Asa publication created by the department, University Magazine was 
somewhat limited in its scope. It tended to focus on journalism issues, and all magazine staff members 
were from within the journalism department. Once we had made the decision to “go independent,” 
meaning the magazine is now the students’ magazine and is open to anyone who wants to participate, 
we felt that there should be some visible changes to represent the internal ones that were taking place. 

At the same time, those of us on staff at University Magazine were discovering that many students 
here at Cal State Long Beach didn’t even know that the magazine existed, and those who did assumed 
it was a generic publication that was marketed toward all universities. This was disappointing to us. We 
want you to read the magazine, yes. But more importantly, we want those who do read it, however few 
or many, to feela connection to it. We felt it was hard to connect with a name like University Magazine, 
which did seem somewhat generic. 

The name Dig excited us for a couple of reasons. First of all, it’s an action word, rather than just 
an object. We felt that this would be more fitting for a publication that caters to the busy lives of college 
students. Second, the word “dig” can mean almost anything you want it to mean. You can see by the 
list above and our new department titles what it means to us. Now we want your feedback: What does 
“dig” mean to you, and what do you want ws to mean to you? Email us at editor@digmag.net. 

We're looking forward to hearing from you in the upcoming year. 


Mandy Wright, editor in chief 
and the Dig staff 


From left: Mitchell Byrd 
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Make checks 


payable to CSULB 


The real story behind the recent 
Cal State tuition hikes 
By Paul DeCarlo 


Editorial: 
Sports etiquette 101 


What’s more important at a 
game: behaving yourself or 
having good time? 

By Julie Guevara 


10 Catch me if you can 


Ever downloaded free music? If 
so, there may be a subpoena with 
your name on it. 

By Julie Guevara 


N 


Editor’s letter 
Calendar 


14 Can you dig it? 


Reviews on books, concerts, 


oe) 


and more 


12 Fiction: Dig this 


Featuring new talent on 


the creative writing scene. 


15 Dig Prospects 


: Just dig in: 


_« Whether you’re new to Cal State _ 
Long Beach or have been here a 
little too long, many things have | 
changed here at the magazine. Let _ 
_us know what you think. 
_digmag_csulb@yahoo.com 
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By Paul DeCarlo 
Illustrations by Mitchell Byrd 


ne quiet summer morning while check- 

ing my email, I came across a message 

from the Cal State Long Beach Bursar’s 
office. It seems as though our kindhearted politi- 
cians in Sacramento decided to take an extra 30 
percent from the state’s public universities in an 
attempt to fix a botched budget. After I picked my 
jaw up off the desk, I began to wonder what could 
have led up to this astronomical hike in tuition 
fees. 

After a July 15-16 meeting the California 
State University Board of Trustees voted to in- 
crease undergraduate student fees by $474 and 
graduate fees by $522 annually. The action came 
after much deliberation over what it would take to \ 
maintain the current level of education quality in 


the face of a state budget crisis. By paying the | 
additional 30 percent tuition cost, students who 
are in the California State University system will 
essentially be receiving the same education as 
before. 


“We have worked through every imaginable 
scenario to implement these cuts with the least 
possible disruption to our students and our em- 
ployees,” said Board of Trustees Chair Debra S. 
Farar in a recent press release. “But we have 
reached a point where the cuts are so deep that we 
have no choice but to take more dramatic action.” 
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The vast reductions that the Board has already 
made, some $345.2 million, have been the largest 
so far in CSU history. In addition, measures must 
be taken to limit the number of students attending 
any CSU school by slashing a planned 7 percent 
enrollment expansion to 4.3 percent. By spring of 
2004, as many as 30,000 potential CSU students 
will be attending universities elsewhere, according 
to Cal State Chancellor Charles B. Reed in a July 
31 Los Angeles Times article. 

“We are doing the very best to fulfill the 
mission of the CSU in the face of some very 
difficult challenges,” said Reed. “In fact, the CSU 
continues to be at risk and may face even deeper 
cuts ahead.” 

According to Colleen Bentley-Adler, public 
affairs director at the Chancellor’s Office, back in 
January of 2003 Governor Davis initially planned 
for a CSU budget cut of 25 percent. The trustees 
were originally slated to vote on the tuition issue 
in May, but due to Davis’ unexpectedly low figure 
in the May revise, the budget crisis only worsened. 
The Chancellor and the trustees decided to wait 
until July to determine the full scope of the budget 
cut, and to avoid having to issue a 25 percent 
tuition increase followed by a 5 or 10 percent 
increase a few months later. 

“Let’s do it all at once,” Bentley-Adler said of 


the tuition hike. “That would be fairer to students, 
let them know at one time, not get three bills to 
(students) instead of probably two.” 

Regarding faculty layoffs, Bentley-Adler ad- 
mitted there would be no new hires for the fall 
semester, and some open positions will be left 
vacant. No tenured professors are in any danger at 
this time. 

“The semester we're really worried about is 
the spring,” said Bentley-Adler. “That’s where 
we won't be taking hardly any new students, and 
we probably won’t be offering as many classes.” 

Nancy Eckhous holds the position of Bursar 
for CSULB, and is in charge of billing, distributing 
cash, dealing with financial aid funding, and col- 
lecting on loans. 

“We decided to bill (the tuition increase) as a 
separate item,” Eckhous said. “We wanted to give 
(students) additional time to be able to pay for 
that, so we made the fee increase portion due 
September 30.” 

Due to the meeting date of the trustees, 
many students had already paid tuition and regis- 
tered for the fall semester and were charged the 
current rates at the time. The Bursar also praised 
the financial aid department for their diligent 
effort to make sure all awards have been re-appro- 
priated to fit the fee increase. 


“T was really pleased that they were able to get 
that done,” Eckhous said, “so that our disburse- 
ments can be correct and at the full amount. 
Everybody is trying to do everything they can so 
that it doesn’t adversely affect the students.” 

In some students’ eyes, however, the addi- 
tional payment is seen asaslap in the face. “I think 
it’s ridiculous,” said liberal studies major Amanda 
Cruz, now beginning her senior year. “Not only 
because that’s a big pay increase,” Cruz continued, 
“but as someone that doesn’t qualify for financial 
aid and has to take out MORE loans, and get in 
MORE debt, it’s frustrating. Youcan’teven getall 
the classes that you want.” 

“Tt hurts our wallets, but we really have no 
choice,” said Julie Chanes, a fourth-year psychol- 
ogy major. “There’s not much we can do about it.” 

California’s budget may be in shambles, but 
there were attempts to relieve some of the tension 
in other areas besides education. According to the 
Los Angeles Times on July 31, Gov. Gray Davis at 
the start of the year proposed raising income taxes 
on people who take home more than $150,000 a 
year. He also wanted a 1 percent sales tax increase 
and an extra $1.10 tacked on to a pack of ciga- 
rettes. These proposals would have netted at least 


$7 billion, but all three never happened. ie) 


By Julie Guevara 
Photos by Mitchell Byrd 


It was the game I had waited a whole 
year to watch the Anaheim Angels versus 
the New York Yankees. Last summer I 
made the mistake of waiting until the day 
of the game to purchase tickets. What was 
I thinking, assuming that tickets for this 
ever so popular venue would still be avail- 
able? Extremely disappointed, I vowed 
not to repeat my same mistake the follow- 


This year I purchased my ticketsa month 
in advance. I didn’t get the best seats, 
but I took what I could get, still 
thinking that I should have 
bought them sooner. Oh 
well. I had tickets to the 
game. Section V534, row R, 
seats 16 through 19. If you've 
ever been to Edison Field, you 
know that these seats are at the very 
top, last row. You really can’t get any 
further from the game. I might as well 
have watched the game from the parking 
lot, but all I could care about was being 
there after all this time. 

Game day, the last day of July. I picked up 
my little brother, Jonathan, my cousin, Melanie 
and was left with one ticket and no owner. My 
boyfriend at the time had to work and none of my 
girlfriends shared my love for baseball. What was 
I to do? I called my friend, Jesse, who agreed to 
go, and off we went. 

I know I will be disappointing many 
people by saying this, but I was not rooting 
for the champions of last year’s World 
Series. I, along with Jonathan and 
Melanie, was there to root for the 
Yankees. Jesse was just there to watch 
us makes fools of ourselves. It was 

the first time in my life that I did 
—- not care about anything other 
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than having a good time and yelling for the Yankees 
to sweep the three game series. They had beat the 
Angels 6-2, and 8-0 the nights before. They were on 
a roll and nothing was going to stop me from 
cheering on a third victory. David Dellucci scored 
the first run and I knew the Yankees were well on 
their way. 

From that point on, it only got better. Even the 
Angel’s Garret Anderson stepping up to the plate 
could not shake my faith in 


to root for the visiting team. He said it didn’t matter 
how much you loved that team, out of respect for 
the home team and their fans, you should remain 
quiet because it defied the rules of sports etiquette. 
He went on to say that he was glad that he didn’t go 
and sadly, I was glad too. How could my own 
boyfriend care so much more about “sports eti- 
quette” instead of me having a good time? He said 
that anyone who knew about sports would tell you 


value most — following a list of unwritten rules 
or having the time of your life no matter how 
dumb you look? Senior writer for ESPN.com, 
Jim Caple addressed the issue of sports etiquette 
in his column titled, “Writing down the ‘Un- 
written Rules’.” The column was more humor- 
ous than anything, but still shed some light on a 
“touchy” subject. 

“Sports has all these rules considered as sacred 
as the Ten Command- 
ments,” wrote Caple. “Break- 


the outcome of the game. 
Okay. Maybe just a little, 
but who wouldn’t fear 
Anderson? He’sahome-run 
hitter. So I watched, but the 
Yankees had a little some- 
thing up their sleeve. I guess 


My question here 


most — following a list of unwritten rules or having 
the time of your life no matter how dumb you look? 


is simply what do people value 


ing them leads to anger, in- 
sults, fights and lingering 
feuds. And yet they remain 
unwritten.” My favorite one 
was about the right time to 
leave a game. 


they feared Anderson just as 
much as I did because they 
walked him. Couldn’t blame them for that one. 

We were on the edge of our seats the whole 
night. Especially when the score was still tied 1-1 at 
the bottom of the ninth inning. We would have 
stayed the whole night to watch the rest of the 
game, but thanks to the Yankee’s Nick Johnson, we 
were all able to leave before 11 p.m. It only took 10 
innings to watch the Angels go down in front of the 
sold-out crowd. 

The Angels 
could have used Troy 
Glaus and Tim 
Salmon as an excuse 
for their losses or the 
horrible pitching by 
Aaron Sele. Either 
way, the Angels lost 
their wings that night 
in front of a sold out 
stadium. I was the 
happiest girl in the 
world. 

We went to cel- 
ebrate at TGI 
Friday’s. All that 
cheering had worn us 
out, so we called it a 
night. My cell phone 
rang in the midst of 
my “recovery.” 
That’s where a dis- 
cussion on sports eti- 
quette closed the 
door on a relation- 
ship, opened the door 
to a new one and led 
me to write this ar- 
ticle. 

“Hello,” I said. 
It was my boyfriend 
calling to see how the game had gone. 

“Why do you sound like that?” he asked. I told 
him that I was losing my voice because I had been 
cheering so loud for the Yankees. This is where all 
hell broke loose. He proceeded to tell me how he 
could not stand it when people went to a game only 


Jeff Pennington, Danielle Peakson, John McCollum, 
Scott Keating demonstrate that having a good time is 
priority number one at a game. 


the same thing. I do not buy into that idea. 

Iam convinced that the goal is to have a great 
time. The next game I went to see was the Dodgers 
versus the Mets. I watched the gamea lot differently 
this time. I paid more attention to the reaction of 
the fans than the game itself. This time, I learned to 
appreciate it for different reasons. I asked alittle boy 
next to me if he was having a fun and he said yes. It 
was funny to hear 
him say that he was 
havingagood time 
because he was al- 
lowed to eat junk 
food at the game. 
A little girl front 
of me only cared 
about getting a bag 
of peanuts, and my 
new boyfriend, 
Jesse, was just 
there to watch me 
smile. 

“It’s holding 
on to that,” said 
Mets fan Freddy 
Oliva. He was re- 
ferring to the one 
run lead that the 
Dodgers had at the 
top of the ninth 
with a full count 
and two outs. 

Justashisfriend, 
Jay Ciccarone, 
shouted, “Never say 
die!” Eric Gagne 
struck out Jeff 
Duncan to end the 
game with a score of 
Dodgers 2, Mets 1. 
With their, “YA GOTTA BELIEVE” sign in one hand 
and their broken hearts in the other, they left the stadium. 
Sure, they were disappointed but notonce did they follow 
the so-called rules of sports etiquette, because they didn’t 


care about it. 


My question here is simply what do people 


“Fans in Los Angeles 
must leave in the fourth quar- 
ter/ third period/ sixth inning to beat the traffic,” 
Caple advised. I guess we should have read Caple’s 
column before going to the game because it took us 
an hour and a half to get out of the parking lot. 

If these rules aren’t written, than what are we 
waiting for? Let’s write them down so that we 
don’t “offend” anyone. For example, do not 
obstruct the person behind you from watching 
the game. Another good one was never to keep 
the ball if the visiting team has hit a home run. 
You have to throw it back. I ask anyone who 
reads this to send us your thoughts on the ques- 
tion of etiquette versus a good time and send us 
your best “unwritten rule.” We'll see if others dig 
your ideas. 

One thing I noticed while watching the game 
was the beach ball situation. Aren’t the fans of the 
home team just as rude for blowing up beach balls 
and interrupting the game when a ball gets pushed 
onto the field? Where is the sports etiquette there? 
James Anderson, writer for All Sports.com, put it 
well when he wrote a column regarding “The Ben 
Davis Bunt Affair.” 

“In the end,” Anderson wrote, “I believe the 
integrity of all sports is suspect when you get upset 
if the unspoken rules are broken.” 

Many sports fans would say the same thing. 
Baseball fan Jeff Pennington, along with his friends 
Danielle Pearson, John McCollum, and Scott 
Keating cheered on the Angels without any hesita- 
tion. “I don’t know what to think when people get 
mad about rooting for the other team,” said Pearson. 
“Forget the rules. We're just here to have a good 
time!” 

An angry fan is just as inevitable as traffic on 
the I-5. “It happens at least once each game,” 
commented usher, Barbara Bernal. “It’s not a 
game unless someone gets kicked out.” More 
people get thrown out for sitting where they’re 
not supposed to or using profanity. “We're just 
keeping ita nice environment for families,” Bernal 
continued. 

I can assure anyone that I “offended” the night 
of the Yankees game that I will be at Yankee 
Stadium next summer rooting for the home team. 
This way no one gets offended. ¢-¥ 
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Tuesday, September 02, 2003 

7:30 pm Local Band Showcase @ 
Chain Reaction Anaheim 

8:00 pm_ All Night Radio @ Troubadour 

8:00 pm Los Angeles Philharmonic @ 
Hollywood Bow! 

Wednesday, September 03, 2003 

7:30 pm G. Love and Special Sauce @ 
House of Blues Sunset Strip 

7:30 pm Local Band Showcase @ 
Chain Reaction 

11:00 pm G. Love and Special Sauce @ 
House of Blues Sunset Strip 

Thursday, September 04, 2003 

6:00 pm Dropkick Murphys @ 
Ventura Theatre 

7:30 pm Fishbone with Special Guest 
Common Sense @ Whisky 

7:30 pm Local Band Showcase @ 
Chain Reaction Anaheim 

7:30 pm Sean Healy Presents Amanda 
Perez @ Key Club 

8:00 pm Junior/Senior @ Troubadour 

8:00 pm_ Los Angeles Philharmonic @ 
Hollywood Bowl 

8:00 pm Xavier Rudd @ Coach House 

9:00 pm G.Love and Special Sauce @ 
House of Blues Anaheim 

10:00 pm Burning Spear @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

Friday, September 05, 2003 

7:00 pm Shades of Day, Tobias, Denton 
Affair, Champ Agony, Agent 99 @ 
Ventura Theatre 

7:00pm __ Skatalites @ Glass House 

7:15pm The Kiss Army a Tribute To Kiss @ 
Whisky 

7:15pm Ohm @ Roxy Theatre 

7:30pm. Bleeding Through @ 
Chain Reaction 

7:30 pm Sensefield @ Troubadour 

8:00 pm Burning Spear @ 
House of Blues Anaheim 

8:00 pm Strunz & Farah @ Galaxy Theatre 

8:00 pm Surfers Healing Benefit @ 
Coach House 

9:00 pm Strutter @ Key Club 

Saturday, September 06, 2003 

7:00 pm_ Air Supply @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

7:00 pm_ M Productions Presents Forplay, 
Slow Motion Reign @ Whisky 

7:00 pm_ Social Distortion @ 
Ventura Theatre 

7:00 pm The Starting Line @ 
House of Blues Sunset Strip 

7:30 pm. Local Band Showcase @ 
Chain Reaction 

7:30 pm Mugg @ Troubadour 

8:00 pm_ Dishwalla Record Release Party @ 
Key. Club 

8:00 pm The Distillers @ Glass House 

8:00 pm. Emperor-Oc Classic Rock @ 
Coach House 
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Saturday, September 06 (cont.) 

8:00 pm_ Nickel Creek @ The Wiltern 

8:00 pm _ Presidents of the United States of 
America @ Galaxy Theatre 

11:59 pm De LA Soul @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

Sunday, September. 07,2003 

6:00 pm The Starting Line and Homegrown 

House of Blues Anaheim 

7:30 pm Hey Mercedes @ Chain Reaction 

8:30 pm Bob Schneider @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

Monday, September 08, 2003 

7:00 pm Delerium @. El. Rey. Theatre 

7:30 pm Arch:Enemy @ Troubadour 

7:30 pm Drive Thru Invasion Tour @ 
Chain Reaction 

7:30 pm Pennywise @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

8:00 pm Israel Vibrations @ Coach: House 

8:00 pm Taking Back Sunday @ 
Roxy Theatre 

8:30 pm Goo Goo Dolls @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

Tuesday, September 09, 2003 

7:00 pm Rufio @ Glass House 

7:00 pm Thursday @ El Rey Theatre 

7:30 pm Divit @ Chain Reaction 

7:30 pm Pennywise @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

8:00 pm Guitarevolution @ Galaxy Theatre 

8:00 pm Led Zepagain @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

Wednesday, September 10, 2003 

7:00 pm Thursday @ Glass House 

7:30 pm Guitarevolution W/Friedman/Poland/ 

Skonick @ Troubadour 

7:30 pm M Productions Presents Kleen; 
Dempsey @ Whisky 

8:00 pm Ben Taylor & Bob Schneider @ 
Coach House 

8:00 pm Pennywise @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

8:30 pm Goo Goo Dolls @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

Thursday, September 11, 2003 

8:00 pm Pennywise @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

8:30 pm Goo Goo Dolls @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

Friday, September 12, 2003 

6:00 pm Queensryche @ Ventura Theatre 

7:00 pm A Static Lullaby @ Glass House 

7:00 pm Rufio @ Troubadour 

7:30 pm Stereo @ Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Ambrosia @ Coach House 

8:00 pm Hate Dept. @ Galaxy Theatre 

8:30 pm L.A. Guns @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

Saturday, September 13, 2003 

7:00 pm Atreyu @ Glass House 

7:00 pm Sameal,Strapping Young Lad,4.Fingers 
Deep, Self Induced Pain, @ 
Ventura Theatre 

7:30 pm A Static Lullaby @ Troubadour 

7:30 pm Ben Taylor @ Roxy Theatre 

7:30 pm The Suburban Legends @ 
Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Cecilio & Kapono @ Coach House 

9:00 pm Maxi Priest @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

9:00 pm Queensryche @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 


Sunday, September 14, 2003 

7:00 pm Pennywise @ Glass House 

7:00 pm Sweetwater @ Coach House 

7:30 pm Cecilio and Kapano @ Key Club 

7:30 pm Nodes of Ranvier @ 
Chain Reaction 

8:00:pm Peter Cincotti-@ House-of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

8:00 pm Queensryche @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

8:00pm Samael W/Strapping Young Lad @ 
Whisky. 

11:00 pm Peter Cincotti @ House of Blues 

Sunset Strip 

Monday, September 15, 2003 

7:00 pm Pennywise @ Glass House 

7:30 pm Bad Religion @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

7:30 pm Staring Back @ Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Eddie Izzard @ The Wiltern 

8:00 pm Samael, Stapping Young Lad & 
Cathedral @ Galaxy Theatre 

9:30 pm Lisa Marie Presley @ 
House of Blues Anaheim 

Tuesday, September 16, 2003 

7:30 pm Bad Religion @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

7:30 pm Eyes of Fire @ Whisky 

8:00 pm ‘Clarence Gatemouth Brown & 
Dan Hicks @ Coach House 

8:00 pm The Clientele W/the Tyde @ 
Troubadour 

8:00 pm Eddie Izzard @ The Wiltern 

Wednesday, September 17, 2003 

7:30 pm Antigone Rising @ Roxy Theatre 

7:30 pm Bad Religion @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

7:30 pm Weakerthans’ @ Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Dubcat @ Troubadour 

8:00 pm Eddie Izzard @ The Wiltern 

8:00 pm Solas @ Coach House 

8:30 pm Mack 10 @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

Thursday, September 18, 2003 

7:00 pm Hot Hot Heat @ Ventura Theatre 

7:00 pm RX Bandits @ Glass House 

7:30 pm Hotwire @ Whisky 

8:00 pm Adler's Appetitie @ 
Galaxy Theatre 

8:00 pm Bad Religion @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

8:00 pm Calexico @ El Rey Theatre 

8:00 pm Eddie Izzard @ The Wiltern 

8:00 pm Weakerthans @ Troubadour 

10:00 pm Karl Bartos @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

10:30 pm Cruxshadows @ Key Club 

Friday, September 19, 2003 

7:00 pm Jefferson Starship W/Marty Balin 
& Paul Kanter @ Key Club 

7:30 pm Bowling for Soup @ Troubadour 

7:30 pm Mack 10 @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

7:30 pm Name Taken @ Chain Reaction 

7:30 pm Sean Healy Presents Peligro @ 
El Rey Theatre 

8:00 pm Bad Religion @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

8:00 pm Dennis Quaid & the Sharks @ 
Coach House 

8:00 pm Eddie Izzard @ The Wiltern 

Saturday, September 19 (cont.) 

8:00pm One Man Army @ Roxy Theatre 
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8:00 pm Spearhead @ Galaxy Theatre 

Saturday, September 20, 2003 

7:00 pm Flogging Molly @ Ventura Theatre 

7:30 pm Mind Driver @ Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Daniel Lanois @ Roxy Theatre 

8:00 pm Eddie Izzard @ The Wiltern 

8:00:pm-defferson Starship @ 
Coach House 

8:00 pm Rainer Maria @ El Rey Theatre 

8:00 pm TSOL @ Galaxy Theatre 

8:30 pm The Kills @ Troubadour 

9:00, pm. Fischerspooner.@.House.of.Blues 
Anaheim 

Sunday, September 21, 2003 

7:00 pm Boz Scaggs @ El Rey Theatre 

7:00 pm Hot Hot Heat @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

7:30 pm Tora Tora Torrance @ 
Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Adler's Appetite W/ Steven Adler 
of GNR @ Key Club 

8:00 pm The Exploited Total Chaos, 
Dr. Know @ Galaxy Theatre 

9:00 pm Fischerspooner @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

Monday, September 22, 2003 

6:30 pm Hoobastank @ Glass House 

7:00 pm Boz Scaggs @ El Rey Theatre 

8:00 pm The Darkness @ Roxy Theatre 

8:00 pm Hot Hot Heat @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

8:30 pm The Exploited @ Key Club 

Tuesday, September 23, 2003 

7:00 pm Boz Scaggs @ El Rey Theatre 

7:30 pm Cha Cha Cha Ha Ha Ha @ 
Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Martin Sexton @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

8:30 pm Mya @ House of Blues Anaheim 

Wednesday, September 24, 2003 

7:30 pm Kings of Leon @ Troubadour 

8:00 pm Garage a Trois @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

8:00 pm Mac MacAnally @ Coach House 

9:00 pm Ween @ The Wiltern 

Thursday, September 25, 2003 

7:30 pm Horrorpops @ Chain Reaction 

8:00 pm Hieroglyphics @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

8:00 pm Steve Winwood @ The Wiltern 

Friday, September 26, 2003 

7:30 pm Hieroglyphics @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

8:00 pm The Feniaris @ House of Blues 
Anaheim 

8:00 pm Leon Russell @ Coach House 

8:00 pm Odin @ Troubadour 

Saturday, September 27, 2003 

7:30pm Jim Beam Live feat. Maroon.5. @ 
House of Blues Sunset Strip 

7:30 pm Sean Healy Presents Ghost of the 
Robot @ El Rey Theatre 

7:30 pm Sean Healy . Powder @ 
Key Club 

8:00pm:Marco Antonio Solis y Ana Gabriel 
@ STAPLES Center | 

8:00 pm Supergrass @ Glass House 

9:00 pm Aesop Rock @ Troubadour 


9:00 pm Rick “ @ House of Blues 


Anaheim 


Sunday, September.28, 2003 
7:00 4 Mac Mchg @. Key Clu 


7:30 pm Jim Beam Live feat. Maroon 5 @ 
House of Blues Sunset Strip 

8:00 pm Vonda Shepard @ Coach House 

Monday, September 29, 2003 

7:00 pm Maroon 5 @ House of Blues 
Sunset Strip 

7:30pm: Violet-Burning:- doy: E.@ 
Chain Reaction 

“Tuesday, September 30, 2003 

7:00 pm Relient K @ Glass House 

7:30 pm The Fire Theft @ Troubadour 

7:30 pm Playstation 2 Road To Voodoo 
feat. Fuel @ House of Blues Anaheim 

8:00 pm The 88 @ Roxy Theatre 


Local j 


Carpenter Center 
September 07 

EES Convocation Ceremony 
2:00 pm - 4:00 pm 
September 13 

An Enchanted Evening 
8:00 pm - 10:30 pm 
September 17 
Aguriie the Wrath of God 
7:00 pm - 11:30 pm 
September 18 
China Moon 
7:30pm +'11:30' pm 
September 19 
Sword of Works 
5:00 pm - 7:30 pm 
Sunrise 

8:00 pm+:14:30:pm. 
September 20 | 
Wage of Fear 

12:00 pm - 4:00 pm 
In the Line of Fire 
8:00 pm - 11:00 pm 
September a1 

TBA 

12:00 pm - 2:30 pm 
Silverado 

3:00 pm - 6:00 pm 
September 28 

The Don Ho Show 
2:00 pm - 4:00 pm 


Venue Info 


Aubergine 
San Diego, CA 
http:/www.aubergineonfourth.com 
Arrowhead Pond of Anaheim 
2695 E. Katella 
Anaheim, CA 92806 
714.704.2500 
Blue Cafe 
210 Promenade 

Long Beach, CA 

Shows start at 9 pm, 21 + 
»»)62.983.7111 
Chain Reaction 


_ 1652 W. Lincoln Ave. 


Anaheim; CA 


_ 714.635.6067 


Magazine dig magazine dig maga 


810.652.4202 


213.380.5005 


Coach House 
33157 Camino Capistrano 
San Juan Capistrano, CA 
949.496.8930 

El Rey Theater 

5515 Wilshire Blvd. 

Los Angeles, CA 
323.936.4790 

Galaxy 

3503 S. Harbor Blvd. 
Santa Ana, CA 
714.957.0600 / 714.957.1133 
Glass House 

200 W. Second St. 
Pomona, CA 
909.629.0377 

House of Blues (2 locations) 
Anaheim 

1530 South Disneyland Drive 
Anaheim, CA 
714.778.BLUE 

Sunset Strip 

8430 Sunset Blvd. 

West Hollywood, CA 90069 
323.848.5100 

Key Club 

9039 Sunset Blvd. 

West Hollywood, CA 
310.786.1712 

Knitting Factory 

7021 Hollywood Blvd. 

Los Angeles, CA 
323.463.0204 

The Palace 

1735 N. Vine St. 
Hollywood, CA 
323.462.3000 

Sun Theatre 

2200 East Katella Ave. 
Anaheim, CA 
714.712.2700 

STAPLES Center 

1111 S) Figueroa St. 

Los Angeles, GA 90015 
213.742.7340 

Troubadour 

9081 Santa Monica Blvd. 
West Hollywood, CA 
310.276.6168 

Ventura Theatre — 

26 S. Chestnut St. 

Ventura, CA 93001 
805.653.0721 

Vynyl 

1650 Schrader Blvd. 
Hollywood, CA 
323.465.7449 

Whisky 

8901 Sunset Blvd. 

West Hollywood, CA 90069 


The Wiltern 
3790 Wilshire Blvd. 
Los Angeles, CA 90010 
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ownload complete,” reports the 

computer. 

fully downloaded the new Hives 
album from Kazaa, one of the most 
popular online file sharing services. In 
fact, it is now the most popular after the 
downfall of Napster in the middle of last 
year. Napster ignited the free music flame, 
but it slowly burned out. The service that 
prided itself on on this radical change and 
exchanging information at no cost, even- 
tually ended up having to suffer the 
consequences. Napster may now 
be yesterday’s hit, but it certainly 
set the stage for Kazaa. It made the 
“dream” possible. 

So now you’re now rockin’ 
out to your new album so that 
you can sing along to all the 
songs at the upcoming con- 
cert. After that, you down- 
load a couple of Hot Hot 
Heat songs so thatyoudon’t 
look like a total idiot when 
they open up for the Hives. All 
of a sudden, there’s a knock at your 
door. No, it’s not your concert 
buddy coming over so that you can 
burn him a copy of the songs you ve just 
downloaded. It turns out to be a court 
subpoena from the Record Association 
Industry of America for trading your music 
files over the Internet. 

“Attack on the American Public,” is what 
the Electronic Frontier Foundation has labeled 
the series of lawsuits that the RIAA is preparing 
to file against illegal music trades. 

According to news.com, Kazaa has an ad- 
vertising revenue of over $4 million. Their 
advertising staff should have worked a little 
harder, because that surely isn’t enough to 
cover the cost of litigation. The going rate for 
each song or movie illegally traded by Kazaa 
and such companies stands at a whopping 
$150,000. That’s the rate that record labels 
and movie studios would like to fine file shar- 
ing programs. 

This concept was something that Sharman 
Networks did not think through when they 
took over Kazaa from its original owners. Once 
Kazaa was handed over to them, they estab- 
lished their servers in Denmark and hid the 
names of their employees and investors in 
Vauatu, a Pacific Island republic that is full of 


secrecy. While Sharman continued to hide, 
Internet users continued to download and share 


files. 


You have success 


“Tm a little worried because I heard about 
people getting caught,” said journalism stu- 
dent, Simon Yang, “but not to the point that 
I’m gonna stop downloading.” Yang has over 
200 songs. The RIAA is only after those who 
share a “substantial” amount of copyrighted 
music. What is a “substantial” amount? So is 
Yang the next victim of the RIAA’s mission to 
catch the file sharers? 

“We have no hard and fast rules about how 
many files you have to be distributing,” said 


Illustration by Mitchell Byrd 


RIAA President Cary Sherman in article writ- 
ten by washingtonpost.com staff writer, David 
McGuire. “Any individual computer user who 
continues to steal music will face the very real 
risk of having to face the music.” 

Yang was one of the few brave souls to 
admit that he downloads music from Kazaa. 
Not too many others want to talk. It’s not the 
next McCarthy Era or anything, so then why is 
everyone so scared? Has breaking the news on 
the Kazaa scandal muted the voices of the 
students? 

“Don’t you know [Kazza’s] illegal?” one 
student responded. Kazaa and file sharing 
applications have been illegal for quite some 
time, but it hasn’t been until recently that the 
RIAA has cracked down so much. The tight 
reigns on file sharing came up when Kerry 
Gonzalez, another average file sharer, was con- 
victed of distributing the movie “The Hulk” 
over the Internet. According to the Justice 
Department, Gonzalez now faces up to three 
years in jail and $250,000 in fines. 

Kazaa accused the record labels and movie 


studios of an unfair, “Rambo- style litigation.” 
That’s a good way to describe your company 
going under because it can’t afford the law- 
suits. McDonald’s was able to afford their 
spilled coffee incident. But then again, mil- 
lions of people didn’t spill their hot coffee on 
themselves. 

The legal option now is buying songs from 
Websites such as BuyMusic.com. Songs range 
from 79 cents to $1.14. Anentire album can be 
downloaded for as little as $7.49. Even such 
file sharing services have a limited amounts of 
songs available for the public to download. 
BuyMusic.com only contains 304,000 songs in 
its library. It gets even more complicated be- 
cause registration and credit card in- 
formation are necessary before actu- 
ally being able to download. With 
Kazaa, registration or money is not 
required. 

Music artists must be hurting 
for money if they are so upset 
over people sharing their files. 
Don’t Metallica’s Lars Ulrich 

or U2’s Bono or have enough 

money or do they really feel 
the need for an extra million to 
bring file sharers down? Most 
musicians will say that they play so 

they can get the music out there to 
the fans. It looks like those who are 
against file sharing can’t claim that 
they’re not in it for the money. 

Bringing down these file sharing ser- 
vices has been a long and slow process. It 
has only made people aware of the dangers 

of file sharing, but hasn’t stopped Internet 
users completely. What will it take to get these 
systems down? The owners of the company 
can’t afford the lawsuits. Can you? [fF ¥ 


For more information please check out: 
www.buymusic.com 

www.kazaa.com 

www.napster.com 

www.technews.com 
www.washingtonpost.com 
www.wired.com 
www.mp3newswire.net 
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No Big Dea 


A story by Becky Pickett 
Illustration by Mitchell Byrd 


Bobby Mitchell, THE Bobby Mitchell, 
grabbed my hand and we walked to the dance 
floor. Four years of homecomings, proms and 
winter formals. Four years slouched in a 
shadow, stuck on a white plastic-folding chair 
waiting for the man of my dreams to come and 
notice the girl beneath the overpriced dress. 

The song was slow. It was perfect. We 
wove through swaying couples pressed close 
together until we reached a clear patch of glossy 
pine: We faced each other. He wrapped his 
arms around my back. I placed my hands on 
his shoulders. They were broad. 

“Who'd you come with?” he asked. 

“Oh, no one. Some girls and I decided to 
do the single thing this year.” 

I decided to do the single thing every year. 

“Cool,” he said. 

“So, I heard you got into Duke.” 

“Yeah.” 

“That should be fun.” 

I stepped on his foot. He let out a soft 
grunt. 

TSOLLyse 

He moved his arms and readjusted them 
tighter around my back. I accepted the ad- 
vance and leaned my head lightly against his 
shoulder. I inhaled a breath of strong cologne 
and mild perspiration. Our bodies swayed 
with the vibrato harmonies of the latest boy- 
band. 

“What's that?” Bobby asked. 

“What?” 

“What are you doing?” 

I had no idea what he was talking about. I 


crinkled my forehead and arched 
my brows. 

“Never mind.” 

The song changed and we 
kept on dancing. I would win 
the lottery before I guessed why 
Bobby Mitchell was dancing with 
me. Maybe he heard that I was 
on the Academic Decathlon’s 
winning team. Maybe he saw me 
at every basketball game he ever 
played and he appreciated my 
school spirit and team loyalty. 
Maybe Herman Bradley told him 
that I was a good kisser in seventh 
grade. Maybe... 

“Ok, seriously. What are you 
doing?” 

“I’m sorry, what?” 

“What is that humming?” 

“Huh? Oh, umm, I don’t 
know, I was probably just humming to the 
music.” 

We continued our slow rotations. 

“Are you kidding me?” he said after the 
fourth or fifth circle. 

“Bobby, what are you saying?” 

“You're freakin’ humming the Muffin Man 
song!” 

“What? No I’m not!” 

“Yes, you are!” 

“No, I wasn’t. But now that you mention 
it, I do love that song! Do you know that 
muffin man, the muffin man, the muffin man? 
Do you know the muf— ?” 

Bobby’s hands fell to his side, so I removed 
mine from around his neck. 

“But I mean, don’t you just love that song? 
It’s so catchy. Do you know the muffin man, 
the muffin man, the muffin man? Do you 
know—“ 

He walked away. I guess our dance was 
over. 


They told me I hada full-ride. The coaches 
recruited me in September of my senior year. 
They said I was the perfect setter. Just the girl 
they had been looking for to lead their team to 
nationals. They benched me when I wouldn’t 
wear the team socks. The knee-high white 
athletic socks with thick blue and gold stripes 
were part of the uniform they said. Everyone 
had to match. Didn’t I want to be a team 
player? Sure I wanted to be a team player, but 
no matter how tightly I pulled them, no matter 
how snuggly they started off, after two minutes 
they would inevitably slouch and make bumps. 


I hate bumpy socks. The way the tiny folds 
form beneath my arch. The excess material 
collecting around my toes. Yes, I have team 
spirit. Yes, ] want team unity. But not at the 
price of bumpy socks. IfI don’t wear socks I’m 
at risk for foot-fungus, the athletic trainer told 
me. I needed to wear socks for my health. It’s 
not a big deal. But they said it was. I miss 
playing volleyball. 


* * * 


“Do you want some popcorn or Junior 
Mints or something?” Joe asked. 

“Umm, no thanks. I’m good,” I said. It 
was our first date and he had already paid for 
the tickets. 

“Are you sure? I’m going out there to use 
the restroom real quick. There are still like 
fifteen minutes of previews.” He smiled a 
nervous smile. “I don’t mind, really.” 

“Well, OK. I'll take a small popcorn, easy- 
butter, extra salt. A large diet Coke, but if it’s 
Pepsi then I want regular. Regular Pepsi, that 
is, not a regular size. 
please. Black if they have it, but if they don’t 
then I'd like Twizlers, but only if they’re the 


And, umm, licorice 


original, I don’t like that new strawberry pull- 
apart crap. But if they are out of Twizlers get 
me something else kinda chewy, like Sour Patch 
Kids or Gummy Bears, but nothing chocolate. 
Whatever’s fine. Thanks.” 

The lights dimmed and he maneuvered 
down the row past folded legs and protruding 
knees. 

“And can you get me some Butterfinger 
Bon Bons? But ask the worker how cold the 
freezer is because I don’t want them if they’re 
melty in the middle,” I called to him over the 
movie-trivia-elevator-music. 

He nodded his head and walked out, hands 
stuffed in the front pockets of his faded Levi's. 
This drew the jeans tighter against his butt. He 
hada nice ass. He didn’t come back. I watched 
Titanic by myself for the seventh time. 


* * * 


They told me we would have the time of our 
lives. They said moving in together would be the 
best thing that ever happened to us. From lab 
partners in chem class, to three best buds, to new 
roomies. It was going to be great! No curfews, 
annoying little sisters, restricted phone calls, healthy 
cereal or judging glares from conservative moth- 
ers. An entire one bedroom apartment all to 
ourselves. I was sick of living at home and Paige 
and Jessica were so over the dorms. For the entire 
summer my excited-anticipation felt like a ham- 
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ster running on a wheel inside my stomach. And 
everything was super, at first. Late night eighties- 
movie marathons. Balcony barbecues with the 
boys downstairs. Then one night we decided to 
take a study break and check out the Jacuzzi. Paige 
was telling us the latest soccer-team gossip as we 
sipped on raspberry wine-coolers, when my eye 
suddenly caught the most wonderful sight—a 
huge, juicy pimple on Jessica’s back. I set down 
my bottle and scooted across the smooth cement 
seat into arm’s reach. It was perfectly puckered 
like a white snowcap on the top of a majestic 
mountain. I went in for the pop and just as I 
placed my two thumbs on either side she let out a 
scream. I told her to be quiet and hold still. I 
hadn’t gotten a good squeeze and I didn’t want her 
disturbing the neighbors. What are you doing, she 
asked with undue disgust. Popping your pimple, 
I replied, duh. She told me to stop it. But that 
slightly red volcano was just too tempting. I went 
in again and she shoved me off and said to leave it 
alone. Leave it alone? Leave it alone? No way! 
How dare she deprive me of such an opportunity? 
I tried again. As Jess swerved, Paige shot me the 
evil eye. What? You too? I said. What’s the big 
deal? And she looked at me like I was some sort of 
freak. [hoisted myself out of the chlorine bubbles. 
They asked where I was going. True friends don’t 
deny you the right to pimple pop. I can’t live with 
someone who’s not a true friend. I miss that 
apartment. 


* * * 


“Do you want to come up?” I asked. 

“Sure,” Steve said, “that would be great.” 

We walked up the front concrete steps. 
Steve opened the thick glass door and we stepped 
onto the green velvet rug of the main lobby. 
Eddy the doorman rested his head on folded 
arms, forehead pressed slightly against the re- 
flective aluminum counter. The yellow track 
lights that encircled the lobby glowed next to 
Eddy’s head. When the elevator dinged, his 
body jerked into its routine, upright position 
like a dreaming hound dog startled by a feline 
meow. 

“Oh, evening miss,” Eddy said. 

“Tt’s alright,” I said, and his shoulders re- 
laxed. 

Steve and I stepped into the mirrored el- 
evator, and began our assent to the seventeenth 
flour. 

“Nice place,” Steve said. 

“Thanks, wait till you see my apartment.” 

“You've lived here long?” 

“Oh, God no. I wish. I just moved in a 
couple months ago. It’s costing me a fortune, 
but I’m on the job hunt and I know I’m going 
to land one soon.” 

He stepped toward me, placing a hand on 
the small of my back. Tiny hairs rose on the 
nape of my neck. He mumbled something 


about being so glad we met, but suddenly all I 
could think about was the reeking peppermint 
that clawed at me from inside his mouth. He 
probably popped one of those curiously strong 
mints while I was in the ladies room back at the 
club. He probably let it sit on his tongue for a 
while, the white minty poison dissolving on 
the pink moist sponge. I knew that if I took 
another whiff I was going to throw up then and 
there, all over his black Kenneth Coles. Just 
take quick shallow breaths, I told myself, and 
youll be okay. I sidestepped away from the 
odorous-offender, bumping into the shiny brass 
railing. He moved toward me. His hand slid 
up my back and rested on my bare shoulder. 
Why couldn’t I live on the second floor, I 
wondered as the elevator climbed. Then he 
leaned in. I tried to concentrate on the stale 
cigarette smoke lingering on his blazer. But as 
he opened his mouth, that peppermint stench 
invaded my lungs and I couldn’t control it any 
longer. I turned and puked on the mirrored 
wall. A few noticeable chunks from my Marie 
Calendar’s potpie slid onto the brass railing. 
The elevator dinged. Floor Seventeen. 

“Are you okay?” he said. 

“Uh, yeah, I’m alright,” I said, holding 
onto to the cold metal bar. 

“What's the matter? Was it something you 
ate?” He held my elbow. 

“Oh no,” I said, staring at my blurry reflec- 
tion. “It’s not me, it’s you.” 

I pushed off the slippery wall and lunged 
through the closing elevator door. 

Steve didn’t get to see my apartment. 


* * * 


They told me the job was mine. They said 
I was perfect for it. They guaranteed me a 
spacious corner office with green leather chairs, 
voice-automated technology, and a sleek black 
mini bar. They retracted the offer when they 
found out I still suck my thumb. I tried to tell 
them that it’s not a big deal. Some people are 
smokers. Some can’t stop smacking their gum. 
P'mathumb-sucker. So what? It’s not like I’d 
do it while pitching a campaign to a new client 
or in the middle of a staff meeting. I’m a 
professional. Ido iton my own time. In my car 
on my lunch break. In my office when I’m 
alone. How perfectly it fits in my mouth. The 
smooth lacquer of my pink polished nail against 
the back of my tongue. The soft pressure 
against the roof of my mouth. The soothing 
rhythmic sucking my mouth involuntarily suc- 
cumbs to. They said that it is a reflection of a 
social and psychological issue that must be 
resolved before receiving employment and or 
association with the professional and highly 
reputable Simon & Stanley Advertising Inc. 
People just don’t understand. It’s not a big 
deal. 


“Ts the air temperature okay?” Hunter asked. 

“Yeah, it’s perfect. Thanks, sweetie.” 

“Just making sure,” he said, as we sped 
along the windy tree-lined road on our way to 
his brother’s cabin. 

No one had ever made me as happy as 
Hunter did. For our three-week anniversary he 
was taking me to the mountains for a weekend 
away of skiing and cuddling by the fire. 

Frosty clouds of breath rose from our lips 
as we stepped out on crunchy snow. 

“This is going to be the best weekend ever,” 
I said, closing the car door. 

“You're the best,” he said. 

He fished in his pocket for the shiny brass 
key that would open the door to our wintry 
bungalow. Inside, a collection of antlers and 
shotguns lined the wooden walls. The couches 
and armchairs snuggled under worn patch- 
work quilts. And best of all, a signature bear 
rug was sprawled at the hearth’s edge. 

When I came back from unpacking up- 
stairs Hunter was lounging in front of a beau- 
tiful blaze. The newly cut logs hissed with sap 
and crackled and smoked and popped. I kissed 
his forehead and laid down beside him. 

“Tell me everything about you,” he said. 

“Everything?” 

“Everything.” 

“Well, in that case we better get comfy.” 

“Sounds good to me,” he said, in his al- 
ways-agreeable way. 

I pulled off my red cable knit sweater and 
tugged at my boots. 

“Allow me,” he said, reaching for my feet. 

I swung around and rested my leg in his 
hand. Cradling my calf in one large slender 
hand, he unlaced my boot and pulled it off with 
the other. He removed my other boot, then 
took hold of my wool-socked toes and with a 
silly smirk, yanked them both right off. My 
naked feet dangled mid air for a moment, then 
fell into his lap. 

I smiled back. 

He grimaced, then jerked his body away 
from me. My feet tumbled onto the fuzzy rug. 

“What's wrong?” I asked. 

He bit his lip and stared into the fire. 

“Hunter, what’s the matter?” 

“It’s your feet,” he said, not taking his eyes 
from the skittering flames. 

“My feet? What’s wrong with my feet?” 

“Actually it’s you're toes.” He sucked in a 
heavy breath. “They’re like...little balls of 
goo. I hate little balls of goo.” 

He shifted his weight. I wondered how 
long it would take for the tears collecting at the 
brim of his lower lids to spill over. 

I grabbed my socks and put my feet inside them. 

“No big deal,” I said.Jf°¥ 
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Book Review: Helen Dewitt ¢ “The Last Samurai” 


By Mitchell Byrd 


am not a regular book reader so you can understand 
how I could be a little confused when reading the 
F cover of the book “The Last Samurai” by Helen Dewitt 
especially after I had seen the Tom Cruise movie trailer of the same name. I 
was expecting great battles, good versus evil — that sort of thing. None of 
these things were in this book and I prepared myself to be disappointed. After 
Thad read the first 100 pages, however, I found that I could not put it down. 
It focused on an entirely different part of the samurai that I had forgotten. 


This part consisted of the way one learns to use logical thought, and the 
strength that wisdom can have when dealing with life. The author asks us to 
use that when reading this book. The plot follows a young boy as he grows 
up with a single mother determined to create a genius using all the techniques 
of great masters and scholars. The backdrop is based upon the movie “Seven 
Samurai” and the mother seems to use this movie as a handbook for 
childrearing. The result is an insightful and sometimes funny book that is full 
of references of many other classic books and movies that were probably the 
writers’ inspiration. “The Last Samurai” is a book that forces its readers to 
open their minds to something new by merging the past and present together. 
I wholeheartedly recommend this book to everyone who knows how to read 
and think. It will truly be an original experience for you. SS88 


Concert Review: Lollapalooza 


By Sonia Rodriguez 


mong the various concerts this summer, 

Lollapalooza is the most diverse. If you 
want to see pop, hip- hop or whatever, then this 
concert is for you. But allow me to vent for a 
moment. Most venues do not cater to the needs of hard-core, die-hard fans. 
They do not understand the necessity to have your ear drums blown out by 
the speakers, or the feeling of hot sweaty bodies all over you. It’s just no fun 
unless you can actually see the band. Can you really get into Jane’s 
Addiction’s “Just Because” from a mile away? I think not. 

The “pit” at the Verizon Wireless Amphitheatre has a capacity of 50 
people. The lawn can hold 15 times as many. People, mostly girls, were 
incessantly complaining about the heat. What do you expect from an 
outdoor concert in the middle of August? Ifyou can’t stand the heat then get 
out of the kitchen! Now, on to the good part. 

Rooney opened with their feel-good pop, although they didn’t even 
make a dent in my day. The Donnas are some crazy chicks. Donna A. kept 
revving the crowd with comments about how lame they were. Jurassic 5 got 
the whole lawn rowdy, setting the pace of the concert with “What’s Golden,” 
and some entertaining DJ battles. Incubus’ Brandon Boyd, could not be 
hotter even though he’s sporting a 70s porn star look. Jamming to “Are You 
In?” was pretty awesome. Audioslave stole the night with Chris Cornell’s 
version of “Seven Nation Army.” We were lucky to be in the presence of 
greatness. Tom Morello is one of my heroes, our modern day Jimmy 
Hendrix. He sets the guitar on fire with every note. Jane’s Addiction closed 
the night with “Jane Says.” We left the concert in a state of euphoria. Good 
music under the stars in the fresh open air makes me happy. S859 


Book Review: Various female authors ¢ “Chick Lit” 
By Julie Guevara 


hey call it “Chick 
Lit.” It’s the new 
wave of books written by fe- 
male authors, and it’s hitting 
the shelves of bookstores all 
over. It’s more like an inva- 


sion, but a good one. 
Great female authors are nothing new to the world of literature. Latina 
writer Sandra Cisneros, for instance, has been touching the lives of readers for 


decades, but it hasn’t been until now that women authors are starting to get 
some kind of recognition. 

The invasion began when Candace Bushnell came out with “Sex In the 
City,” which needs no explanation these days, and took off from there 

A few titles to grace us with their presence in stores this year were 
Bushnell’s “Trading Up” about a woman trying to survive in the pretentious- 
ness of Manhattan, and Carolina Garcia-Aguilera’s “Luck of the Draw,” 
which illustrates the Navarro family’s obsession with gambling. Strongly 
recommended by Latina Magazine, “The Dirty Girls Social Club” by Alisa 
Valdes-Rodriguez came out this summer integrating the importance of 
culture, success and love through its vibrant characters. The next good read 
is “The Devil Wears Prada” by Lauren Weisberger. The name itself is sure to 
strike interest from any woman who knows a good pair of shoes or nice purse 
when she sees one. 

This genre is aimed at an articulate female audience, but it’s also open to 


men looking for further knowledge on how women really are. 


Concert Review: Yellowcard * House of Blues Anaheim 


By Mandy Wright 


Bees performs live with a heartfelt intensity that 
is hard to come by these days, especially in what is 
now known as the “pop-punk” genre. Most bands either come off falsely 
overeager or feign disinterest in their audiences, but Yellowcard somehow 
manages to do neither. Their explosive performance at the House of Blues in 
Anaheim on August was everything you could ask for in a live show. 

The set began with lead singer Ryan Key strumming an amazing acoustic 
version of “Rough Draft,” from the compilation CD “Because We Care.” 
Once the entire band took the stage, however, the intensity shot through the 
roof. After playing some old favorites to get the crowd psyched up, Yellowcard 
launched into a fast and furious set of songs from their recent release “Ocean 
Avenue.” The set of new songs included “Only One,” a heartwrenching song 
written for Key’s ex-girlfriend, and “Believe,” a tribute to the heroes of 
September 11. 


The band’s tight sound and creative, intelligent lyrics were amplified by 
Sean Mackin’s frenetic but intricate violin playing (yes, violin—it works). As 
a classically trained violinist, Mackin makes Yellowcard’s live performance 
complete. Throughout the show he raced around the stage with his violin 
under his chin, pumping up the crowd and singing along with every song. 

Although a significant number of fans at the show were high school-age 
girls who probably appreciated the band more for their looks than their talent, 
Yellowcard is not a band to be taken lightly. This performance was probably 
the best I’ve seen since the Fat Wreck Chords 13" anniversary party, and if 
you know punk, you know that’s saying a lot. SSod 
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Mike Hyde 


M ost interesting artists have a story to tell that extends way beyond what 
the naked eye is able to see. For Mike Hyde, the beauty of life is found 
through his artwork and his appreciation for where he has been. Hyde is the 
son of a diplomatic humanitarian. His father travels, setting up refugee 
programs all over the world. He was in the Philippines when his wife, who 
was traveling with him, went into labor. Hyde spent the first four months 
of his life in the Philippines, then moved to Thailand. 

At age five, he picked up his first Marvel comic book. The comic books 
became a safe haven for Hyde. They were something that he could turn to 
when he felt unsure of his surroundings, and at the same time, this “safe place” 
turned into a hobby. 

Now, Hyde draws just for fun. His work is colorful, vivid, and truly 
captures the viewer. His favorite thing to draw is a woman because he finds 
beauty in the curves of her body. 

“T have no idea where [the talent] comes from,” admitted Hyde. “No one 
in my family is really artistic. I’m just really into comic books.” 

The comic books kept him company throughout his travels. After 
Thailand, his father was sent to France, the place Hyde calls home. “I did 
most of my growing up in France,” said Hyde. “It really shaped me. I still 
speak and think in French.” 

Though he lived in France, he attended a school in Switzerland. With 
Switzerland’s drinking age set at 16, Hyde fesses up to having had lot of fun 
with his school friends. Hyde’s biggest challenge came when it was time to 
leave Europe and come to America. 

“Tt was a huge culture shock,” he said. “I had a hard time fitting in and 
the big change from private to public school [was hard].” He calls Maryland 
his “practice round,” because he learned not to make the same mistakes when 
he got to California as he had made in Maryland. 

“California is fun, but it does live up to its stereotypes of being sunny and 
surrounded by beautiful people,” Hyde commented. He is now in California 
for good and still uses the artwork and comic books to get away. 

“T love it because the good guys always wins,” he said about his Marvel 
comic book collection. Who would have guessed that his great escape would 
lead to a promising future? 


Simone Gallimore 


t’s the middle of summer. People are really hot and extremely irritated. To 
make matters worse, the kids are crying about how hungry they are and the 
overbearing heat. The lines are long, people are pushing, and a bottle of water 
is so expensive that spending the money to buy one would irritate you even 
more. Does this sound like the “Happiest Place on Earth”? Probably not, but 
these are just some of the issues that Disneyland security officer Simone 
Gallimore has had to deal with this past summer. 
Gallimore transferred from the attractions department to 
security fora change of pace. She felt that handing out 3D glasses 
for “Muppet Vision 3D,” and “It’s Tough to Be a Bug,” was just 


Gallimore said. 


> 


not interesting enough. “I just got tired of it,’ 

Her quest for something different wasn’t the easiest transi- 
tion. She had to apply for the position but was a little hesitant to 
do so. “It was intimidating because a lot of the [security officers] 
are male or have some sort of security or military background,” 
she admitted. “I stuck with it and held my own. I wasn’t about to 
give up.” 

Gallimore stuck with it. She doesn’t have to worry much 
about proving to others that women can do the job that the men 
in the field have tried to discourage her from. “It’s not treally all 
that dangerous,” she confessed. “People don’t usually get into 
fights because Disneyland is a family park.” 

Even though it’s a family park, that hasn’t stopped some 
guests from flipping her the bird. A guest got upset at Gallimore 
because the guest refused to open the trunk of her car for inspec- 
tion. The woman drove off waving her middle finger at Gallimore. 
The trunk inspecting procedure has gotten her accused of being 
racist as well. Some guests assume that she is stopping them 
because of the color of their skin. Little do they know that every 
car gets checked before entering the hotel parking lot. She’s sure 
to explain that to each guest who happens to get upset when she 
asks them to open their trunks. She may not be “Defender of the 
Universe,” as her T-shirt reads, but she is there to defend 
Disneyland and its guests from all the irate people. 
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